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ODE 

Truth  is  simple :  out  of  the  mouth  of  babes 
Flows  the  living  word  to  correct  the  proud. 
All  great  acts  are  serene  and 
Born  in  the  bands  of  acknowledged  glory. 

Ugly  and  ignorant  voices  have  compelled 
Countries  to  hear;  eloquent  men  have  sown 
Misery  with  their  gestures. 
Covetous  men  are  afraid  of  silence. 

So,  when  these  islands  faced  a  tyrannous  power, 
Death  approached  in  the  air;  towns,  churches,  fell; 
Seas  rendered  up  their  victims ; 
Noble  and  innocent  souls  were  martyred. 

Tragedy  once  was  dignified  by  the  dance. 
Life  could  overturn  fate,  an  heroic  tongue, 
Still  refusing  betrayal, 
Feel  in  the  dark  the  accord  of  angels. 

Joy  is  woven  true  on  a  tragic  base. 

They  who  feel,  where  they  stand,  the  worshipping  dead, 

Seek  for  all  words  responses 

Deep,  and  attuned  to  a  heavenly  music. 

Chargers  pranced.  The  procession  children  enjoyed 
Held  in  check  what  none  might  entirely  know, 
Mist  of  their  wakened  mornings 
Changing  all  they  had  dreamed  to  wonder. 
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Then  caparisoned  horses  mounted  moved 
Down  the  historic  streets  to  the  city's  heart. 
Then  did  heraldic  London 
Seal  one  day  for  the  summoned  ages. 

Watchful  gargoyles  brooded  while  listening  ears 
Hearkened  to  echoes  of  war  in  stirrups  and  hooves. 
Doves  wheeling  high  above  them, 
Lighting,  restored  preservation's  murmur. 

God's  true  fear,  the  rebuke  of  power,  attended 

Her  the  trumpets  proclaimed  and  the  moment  crowned 

Throned  by  the  Thames,  just  past  this 

Century's  noon,  in  the  midst  of  Summer. 

Then,  as  the  mantle  fell  and  the  crown  was  lowered, 
Set  with  emeralds,  rubies  and  precious  stones, 
Minstrels  bade  the  anointed 
Keep,  like  the  morning  star,  her  stillness. 

Still,  to  the  just  who  wait  at  the  end  of  time, 
All  then  passing  is  constant  in  their  gaze. 
All  our  intent  is  sacred ; 
All  that  was  early  is  judged,  is  measured. 
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DUST  IN  THE  BALANCE 

Why  should  pure  spirit  in  ribs  of  bone  be  trussed. 
Why  should  clear  vision  pine  in  jails  of  eyes, 
Why  mortal  ears  divine  immortal  skies 
And  heaven  interpret  to  the  listening  dust? 
What  need  of  man's  proportions  have  the  just, 
Or  of  his  temples  spirits  already  wise, 
Or  thought,  or  script,  or  toil  to  harmonize 
And  curb  love's  horses,  held  by  reins  of  lust? 

Come  down,  sweet  cadence,  come;  I  grieve  alone. 
By  this  closed  word  all  distances  fulfil. 
Hearing  those  abstract  senses  mock  the  bone, 
My  soul  is  like  a  lute  when  it  is  still, 
That  played  when  mockers  tore  His  cloak  apart 
Who  gave  them  all,  but  not  His  beating  heart. 
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PEGASUS    AND    THE    CHILD 

When  you  are  labouring,  technically  proud, 
Like  Ajax,  or  that  great  Greek  charioteer, 
Caught  up  in  dazzle  of  your  soul's  career, 
Think  of  the  child  here  drowned,  the  simple  shroud ; 

Who  played  where  now  the  blackened  water  blanches 
For  (April  come)  the  wagtails  have  returned ; 
Yes,  and  the  kingfisher  her  joy's  June  burned 
Will  come,  unseen,  and  break  familiar  branches. 

So  near  the  low  leaves  hang  to  that  green  pond 
That  Pegasus  discerns  those  milking  cows 
Ambling  to  drink  there  past  the  white-washed  house 
Where  place  and  sunrise  keep  their  ancient  bond. 

(They  break  the  water,  you  the  starry  height. 
Your  soul  transcends  them;  they  return  to  Earth. 
Yet  your  ambition  and  the  pains  of  birth 
Each  other  need,  like  figures  in  a  rite.) 

When  you  are  labouring,  then  the  secret  spurs 
Will  press  the  pace,  and  goad  the  winged  horse  faster, 
Late  is  the  script,  and  early  the  disaster. 
Great  is  the  argument,  but  frail  the  verse. 
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LOITERERS 

This  my  birthplace?  No,  friend,  this  is  Xanion's, 
He,  the  owner  of  that  yellow  barley. 
Mischievous  chicory  was  all  I  planted : 
Blue-eyed,  we  played  here. 

O,  could  the  mayfly  of  memory  wing  back 
Through  bee-bustle  and  waspish  digressions, 
Certainly  here  it  would  find  us  standing, 
Left  in  this  cart-rut. 

There  the  house  glinted,  near  the  tilting  hay-rick, 
Down  through  rose-ramblers  to  the  prosperous  earth- 
mould. 
There  the  sky  flashed  to  the  windows,  and  the  windows 
Flashed  to  our  young  eyes. 

Dawn's  early  singers,  missel-thrush  and  skylark, 
Still  mark  the  track  we  followed  to  the  cornfield. 
Foxgloves  in  midge-light  hid  the  turning  river 
Swept  by  the  swallows. 

Fallen  is  the  house  to  the  earth-mould,  fallen. 
Quick,  for  we  lag  here.  If  the  dust  is  pollen 
Robbed  by  the  butterfly,  stolen  by  the  mayfly, 
Why  should  we  sigh,  then? 
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THREE    HARPS 

Ambitions  playing: 
xJlThe  first,  inseparable 
From  gold-edged  printing 
On  Daedalus'  table. 

Desire  for  flight; 
Chariot-usurping  skill. 
The  god  of  light 
Torn  from  the  godlike  will. 

What  tears  of  amber, 
What  pre-natal  force 
From  dawn's  dark  chamber 
Fired  me  on  my  course? 

Three  harps:  one 

From  emulation  drew  its  strength. 

The  rising  sun : 

A  harp  at  arm's  length. 

The  second  word  of  day ; 
The  second  word : 
A  harp  a  hand  away 
Held  by  a  human  cord. 

By  cypress  taught  and  yew, 
My  soul  I  made 
Write  old  ambition  new 
And  qualify  the  laurel's  shade. 

I  set  one  grave  apart, 
Gave  speech  to  stone: 
'Come  back  to  my  sad  heart 
And  play  this  harp  of  bone.' 
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Little  for  the  sun  I  cared, 
Little  for  renown. 
I  saw  the  unknown,  unshared, 
True  grave.  So  I  lay  down ; 

Lay  down,  and  closed  my  eyes 
To  the  end  of  all  time, 
The  end  of  birth's  enterprise 
And  death's  small  crime. 

Then  at  once  the  shrouded  harp 
Was  manifest.  I  began 
To  touch,  though  pain  is  sharp, 
The  ribs  of  the  man. 
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POETS,    IN   WHOM   TRUTH 
LIVES 

Poets,  in  whom  truth  lives 
Until  you  say  you  know, 
Gone  are  the  birds ;  the  leaves 
Drop,  drift  away,  and  snow 
Surrounds  you  where  you  sing, 
A  silent  ring. 

Lives  of  the  dead  you  share, 
Earth-hid,  in  tender  trust. 
Passion  builds  the  air; 
The  beautiful  and  just 
Through  your  tongues*  ecstasy 
Can  hear  and  see. 

Christ,  where  the  cold  stream  ran 
Which  now  lies  locked  in  doubt, 
A  proud  cock-pheasant  can 
Stretching  its  plumage  out 
More  praise  you  than  the  rest 
With  his  gold  crest. 

So  hear  those  shepherds  come, 
Drawn  by  a  secret  fire, 
Though  Vergil's  voice  is  dumb 
Proclaiming  to  the  lyre, 
Through  time  by  Winter  torn, 
The  boy,  new-born. 

The  abounding  river  stops. 
Time  in  a  flash  grows  less 
True  than  these  glittering  drops 
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Caught  on  a  thread  of  glass 
Two  frosty  branches  bear 
In  trance-like  air. 

Stoop ;  for  the  hollow  ground 
Integrity  yet  keeps 
True  as  a  viol's  sound 
Though  the  musician  sleeps. 
Strong  is  your  trust ;  then  wait 
Your  King  comes  late. 
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TALIESIN  AND  THE  SPRING 
OF  VISION 

I  tread  the  sand  at  the  sea's  edge,  sand  of  the  hour-glass, 
And  the  sand  receives  my  footprint,  singing : 
"You  are  my  nearmost,  you  who  have  travelled  the 

farthest, 
And  you  are  my  constant,  who  have  endured  all 

vicissitudes 
In  the  cradle  of  sea,  Fate's  hands,  and  the  spinning  waters. 
The  measure  of  past  grief  is  the  measure  of  present  joy. 
Your  tears,  which  have  dried  to  Chance,  now  spring  from 

a  secret. 
Here  time's  glass  breaks,  and  the  world  is  transfigured  in 

music."  ' 

So  sang  the  grains  of  sand,  and  while  they  whirled  to  a 

pattern 
Taliesin  took  refuge  under  the  unfledged  rock. 
He  could  not  see  in  the  cave,  but  groped  with  his  hand, 
And  the  rock  he  touched  was  the  socket  of  all  men's 

eyes, 
And  he  touched  the  spring  of  vision.  He  had  the  mind 

of  a  fish 
That  moment.  He  knew  the  glitter  of  scale  and  fin. 
He  touched  the  pin  of  pivotal  space,  and  he  saw 
One  sandgrain  balance  the  ages'  cumulus  cloud. 

Earth's  shadow  hung.  Taliesin  said:  'The  penumbra  of 

history  is  terrible. 
Life  changes,  breaks,  scatters.  There  is  no  sheet-anchor. 
Time  reigns ;  yet  the  kingdom  of  love  is  every  moment, 
Whose  citizens  do  not  age  in  each  other's  eyes. 
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In  a  time  of  darkness  the  pattern  of  life  is  restored 
By  men  who  make  all  transience  seem  an  illusion 
Through  inward  acts,  acts  corresponding  to  music. 
Their  works  of  love  leave  words  that  do  not  end  in  the 
heart.' 

He  still  held  rock.  Then  three  drops  fell  on  his  fingers, 
And  Future  and  Past  converged  in  a  lightning  flash: 
'It  was  we  who  instructed  Shakespeare,  who  fell  upon 

Dante's  eyes, 
Who  opened  to  Blake  the  Minute  Particulars.  We  are  the 

soul's  rebirth.' 

Taliesin  answered:  'I  have  encountered  the  irreducible 

diamond 
In  the  rock.  Yet  now  it  is  over.  Omniscience  is  not  for  man. 
Christen  me,  therefore,  that  my  acts  in  the  dark  may  be 

just, 
And  adapt  my  partial  vision  to  the  limitation  of  time.' 
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A   MAN  WITH  A   FIELD 

If  I  close  my  eyes  I  can  see  a  man  with  a  load  of  hay 
Cross  this  garden,  guiding  his  wheelbarrow  through 
the  copse 

To  a  long,  low  green-house  littered  with  earthenware, 
glass  and  clay, 

Then  prop  his  scythe  near  the  sycamore  to  enter  it,  potted 
with  seeds, 

And  pause  where  chrysanthemums  grow,  with  tomatoes ' 
dragonish  beads. 

Stooping  to  fasten  the  door,  he  turns  on  the  path  which 
leads 

To  his  rain-pitted  bedroom  of  cellos,  and  low  jugs  catch- 
ing the  drops. 

If  I  open  my  eyes  I  see  this  musi can-turned-ploughman 
slow, 

Plainly  follow  his  tractor  vibrating  beneath  blue  sky, 

Or  cast  his  sickle  wide,  or  reach  full-length  with  the  hoe, 

Or  blame  the  weather  that  set  its  blight  on  a  crop  or  a 
plan 

To  mend  his  roof,  or  cut  back  trees  where  convolvulus 
ran, 

Or  attend  to  as  many  needs  as  the  holes  in  a  watering- 
can: 

He  would  wait  for  the  better  weather;  it  had  been  a  wet 

July. 

This  year  his  field  lay  fallow;  he  was  late  putting  down 

his  seed. 
Cold  December  concealed  with  a  sighing  surplice  of  snow 
His  waste  of  neglected  furrows,  overgrown  with  mutinous 

weed. 
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Dark,  bereaved  like  the  ground,  I  found  him  feeble  and 

sick, 
And  cold,  for  neither  the  sticks  nor  his  lamp  with  a 

shrunken  wick 
Would  light.  He  was  gone  through  the  wicket.  His  clock 

continued  to  tick, 
But  it  stopped  when  the  new  flakes  clustered  on  an  empty 

room  below. 
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THE   MARE 

The  mare  lies  down  in  the  grass  where  the  nest  of  the 
skylark  is  hidden. 
Her  eyes  drink  the  delicate  horizon  moving  behind  the 

song. 
Deep  sink  the  skies,  a  well  of  voices.  Her  sleep  is  the 

vessel  of  Summer. 
That  climbing  music  requires  the  hidden  music  at  rest. 

Her  body  is  utterly  given  to  the  light,  surrendered  in 

perfect  abandon 
To  the  heaven  above  her  shadow,  still  as  her  first-born  day. 
Softly  the  wind  runs  over  her.  Circling  the  meadow,  her 

hooves 
Rest  in  a  race  of  daisies,  halted  where  butterflies  stand. 

Do  not  pass  her  too  close.  It  is  easy  to  break  the  circle 
And  lose  that  indolent  fullness  rounded  under  the  ray 
Falling  on  light-eared  grasses  your  footstep  must  not  yet 

wake. 
It  is  easy  to  darken  the  sun  of  her  unborn  foal  at  play. 
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THE   SCYTHE 

Custom  shall  not  restore 
The  scythe  to  its  old  place, 
Not  with  the  selfsame  hand, 
Nor  leave  a  single  trace 
Outside  the  greenhouse  door 
Of  him  who  owned  this  land. 

Yet  when  I  look  I  see 
A  stooping  figure  pass 
With  his  low-handled  barrow 
Trundling  a  load  of  grass 
Where  now  the  abounding  tree 
Has  lost  his  flashing  shadow. 

Within  that  gloom  the  bough 
Inclines  Zacchaeus'  keys 
Not  ready  yet  to  fall. 
Lift  the  scythe's  edge  to  please 
His  testing  hand  who  now 
Remains  beyond  recall, 

Leaning  above  his  blade 
Near  the  long-shadowed  sheaves, 
Guarded  by  that  true  stone 
Under  the  Summer  leaves 
On  which  an  edge  is  made 
When  the  last  light  is  gone. 
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CALL  IT   ALL  NAMES,   BUT 
DO   NOT   CALL  IT    REST 

Go,  death,  give  ground,  for  none  of  yours  is  here. 
Weep  with  no  sound,  figures  around  a  well. 
Here  gales  knock  down  the  chestnuts  year  on  year, 
And  block  with  leaves  the  entry  to  the  temple. 
There  the  inscription  no  man's  eyes  can  spell, 
Archaic,  in  the  forgotten  character. 
Sleeps  near  the  nymph  the  font  that  christened  her, 
A  shell  unfastening  to  the  vanished  marvel. 

Apart,  life  suffering  in  a  tale  of  shadows, 
Her  patience  lives,  like  light  on  infants'  graves. 
Rain  drowns  their  names,  the  ground  is  full  of  echoes, 
And  there  are  rainbows  buried  in  her  naves. 
Night  cancels  debts,  the  prince's  and  the  slave's, 
And  one  stays  true,  though  quitted  by  his  fellows. 
The  winter  earth  forsaken  by  the  swallows 
Rocks  through   blind  storms  their  nest  of  cloistered 
waves. 

The  seasons'  ritual  offerings,  fruit  and  leaves, 

Die  at  her  feet.  Hazels  in  foliage  dressed 

Fall;  but  her  tomb  for  men  no  increase  gives. 

Here  for  the  thirsty  no  quick  vats  are  pressed. 

Yet  her  love's  dayspring  here  breaks  quietest, 

Light  for  the  doomed,  and  for  the  lost,  reprieves, 

The  ring-dove's  changing  light,  heaven  found  through 

olives ; 
Call  it  all  names,  but  do  not  call  it  rest. 

Here  where  through  trees  death's  voice,  all-severing, 
blows, 
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Hung  with  stone  tongues,  the  language  of  farewell, 
Great  doors  are  opened  which  no  hand  can  close 
And  wide  heaven  flies  into  the  bud's  cold  cell. 
So  is  her  sickness  her  last  oracle 
Where  from  its  falling  we  may  seed  the  rose 
And  her  new  joy  from  her  remembered  sorrows 
Which  time,  being  stony,  has  no  tongue  to  tell. 
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THE   SPRING 

Dark  the  words  break : 
The  spring  rebounds, 
Knocking  awake 
With  earlier  sounds 
Forests  and  hills 
Enchanted  here 
Where  water  spills 
From  year  to  year. 

Here  salmon  leap. 
The  ancestral  climb 
Matches  in  sleep 
The  fall  of  time. 
Pause  here  sublime 
Where  moments  course, 
Your  hand  through  time 
May  touch  the  source. 

Music  enthrals 
The  listening  ear. 
Breath  on  breath  falls, 
Binding  the  weir 
With  passion's  oath 
That  it  shall  bring 
Through  sleep  and  sloth 
Unageing  Spring. 

Time,  that  is  brief 
Yet  is  not  true, 
Tells  from  sunk  grief 
Its  beads  for  you. 

28 


Dark,  it  repeats 
Those  words  again ; 
Hark  how  the  beats 
Renew  the  chain. 

Do  not  reject 
The  insistent  prayer: 
There  move  the  elect; 
Their  thread  is  there. 
Silence  it  brings 
To  you  alone 
Where  water  sings 
From  stone  to  stone. 

Sigh,  for  the  reach 
May  never  say 
How  close  to  each 
The  sunbeams  play. 
There  let  conjecture 
Lose  to  love 
The  silence  music 
Murmurs  of. 

Vertical  rains 
Fall,  to  deliver 
From  sterile  chains 
The  abounding  river, 
Prophetic,  blind, 
A  Titan,  born, 
Losing  to  find 
His  wine,  his  corn. 
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PEACE   IN  THE  WELSH 
HILLS 

Calm  is  the  landscape  when  the  storm  has  passed, 
Brighter  the  fields,  and  fresh  with  fallen  rain. 
Where  gales  beat  out  new  colour  from  the  hills 
Rivers  fly  faster,  and  upon  their  banks 
Birds  preen  their  wings,  and  irises  revive. 
Not  so  the  cities  burnt  alive  with  fire 
Of  man's  destruction:  when  their  smoke  is  spent, 
No  phoenix  rises  from  the  ruined  walls. 

I  ponder  now  the  grief  of  many  rooms. 

Was  it  a  dream,  that  age,  when  fingers  found 

A  satisfaction  sleeping  in  dumb  stone, 

When  walls  were  built  responding  to  the  touch 

In  whose  high  gables,  in  the  lengthening  days, 

Martins  would  nest?  Though  crops,  though  lives,  would 

fail, 
Though  friends  dispersed,  unchanged  the  walls  would 

stay, 
And  still  those  wings  return  to  build  in  Spring. 

Here,  where  the  earth  is  green,  where  heaven  is  true 
Opening  the  windows,  touched  with  earliest  dawn, 
In  the  first  frost  of  cool  September  days, 
Chrysanthemum  weather,  presaging  great  birth, 
Who  in  his  heart  could  murmur  or  complain : 
'The  light  we  look  for  is  not  in  this  land'? 
That  light  is  present,  and  that  distant  time 
Is  always  here,  continually  redeemed. 

There  is  a  city  we  must  build  with  joy 
Exactly  where  the  fallen  city  sleeps. 
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There  is  one  road  through  village,  town  and  field, 

On  whose  robust  foundation  Chaucer  dreamed 

A  ride  could  wed  the  opposites  in  man. 

There  proud  walls  may  endure,  and  low  walls  feed 

The  imagination  if  they  have  a  vine 

Or  shadowy  barn  made  rich  with  gathered  corn. 

Great  mansions  fear  from  their  surrounding  trees 
The  invasion  of  a  wintry  desolation 
Filling  their  rooms  with  leaves.  And  cottages 
Bring  the  sky  down  as  flickering  candles  do, 
Leaning  on  their  own  shadows.  I  have  seen 
Vases  and  polished  brass  reflect  black  windows 
And  draw  the  ceiling  down  to  their  vibrations, 
Thick,  deep,  and  white-washed,  like  a  bank  of  snow. 

To  live  entwined  in  pastoral  loveliness 

May  rest  the  eyes,  throw  pictures  on  the  mind, 

But  most  we  need  a  metaphor  of  stone 

Such  as  those  painters  had  whose  mountain-cities 

Cast  long,  low  shadows  on  the  Umbrian  hills. 

There,  in  some  courtyard  on  the  cobbled  stone, 

A  fountain  plays,  and  through  a  cherub's  mouth 

Ages  are  linked  by  water  in  the  sunlight. 

All  of  good  faith  that  fountain  may  recall, 
Woman,  musician,  boy,  or  else  a  scholar 
Reading  a  Latin  book.  They  seem  distinct, 
And  yet  are  one,  because  tranquillity 
Affirms  the  Judgment.  So,  in  these  Welsh  hills, 
I  marvel,  waking  from  a  dream  of  stone, 
That  such  a  peace  surrounds  me,  while  the  city 
For  which  all  long  has  never  yet  been  built. 
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HUNT'S   BAY 

Hurled,  hollow  darkness,  hungry  caves 
Where  the  eye,  bending,  magnifies 
The  sea-world,  all  the  imagined  graves 
Of  voices  where  a  tree-log  lies : 
The  centre  never  is  attained; 
All  is  deception,  broken-grained. 

I  have  been  among  broken  things, 

Picked  up  the  fragile  lace 

Of  a  sea-shell  through  which  the  wings 

Of  a  gull  in  a  clear  blue  space 

Could  be  seen,  then  lost: 

By  a  wave  of  the  sea  it  was  tossed. 

Black,  tousled  weeds, 
Bundles  of  foam,  bottles, 
Oil,  shivering  seeds, 
Urchins,  razorshells,  cuttles, 
And  clouds  combed  like  fleece: 
The  roar  of  the  sea  was  peace. 

I  have  walked  this  beach  alone, 
I  have  startled  with  my  praying 
The  cloven  tongue  of  stone 
And  seen  the  white  foam  straying 
Where  raven,  rock  and  air 
Rock  in  a  dead  man's  care. 

The  winds  are  mad  about  this  time, 
Mad  the  storm's  outrageous  drum, 
Man  himself  a  witless  mime 
Because  the  equinoctials  come 
To  snap  the  needle  of  his  fate, 
Tempting  his  eternal  state. 
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Yet,  whether  he  go  or  come, 
Tossed  to  the  Furies,  lost  in  foam, 
Struck  by  destruction's  beak  or  dumb 
Steel,  the  spirit  finds  its  home. 
The  raging  moon  has  lost 
All  conflict  with  that  ghost. 

Between  the  carcase  of  the  tree 
And  life's  imponderable  seed, 
The  mammoth  sea-log  and  the  sea 
Clutching  it  with  mounting  greed, 
The  creature's  truthful  husk 
Casts  out  the  pagan  dusk. 

Touch  you  may  and  touch  you  can, 
White  and  strange,  the  drifting  wood, 
But  never  touch  the  severed  man 
Torn  from  history  for  good, 
Nailing  to  splints  and  spars 
Night,  and  the  turning  stars. 
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A   WREATH   FOR  ALUN 
LEWIS 

I 

To-night  West  wind :  the  riderless  waves  of  the  sea 
Bring  to  the  stones  your  voice  from  the  silent  land, 
Press  this  message  that  breaks,  that  dissolves  into  sand. 
Here  thought  finds  peace.  O  spirit,  rest  and  be  free. 

Spindrift,  caster  of  lives,  cry  that  to  be 
Is  the  plummet  falling  through  nature,  as  sea-rocks  stand 
Accepting  change,  yet  remain  a  witness  to  grand 
Glory  of  cloudlight,  spray,  whirled  water  and  scree. 

I  mourn,  on  the  edge  of  your  world,  the  loss  to  our  sailing 
Of  your  wrists  and  honest  eyes.  Your  skilful  words 
Were  needed  now,  for  you  knew  men's  strength  and 

failing, 
Their  death  by  storm  who  could  manage  intricate  cords ; 
And  you  knew  their  speech,  no  wave  of  silence  affords 
That  lacks  your  picture  in  time  of  griefs  unavailing. 

II 

I  climb  the  cliff  and  I  feel  my  foot  on  the  stair 
That  leads  to  music  locked  in  an  unknown  grave. 
I  stoop  and  hear,  between  a  wave  and  a  wave : 
'Care  this  moment  for  one  who  has  cast  off  care\ 

Never  shall  death  divide  them,  not  by  a  hair, 

Man's  shade  and  the  light  of  his  resurrected  love, 

And  those  joined  hands  that  could  make  the  mountains 

move 
Are  raised  by  a  plummet's  fall,  by  the  measure  of  prayer. 
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Nothing  of  man  shall  pass  if  his  pulse  has  found 
Through  grief,  through  love,  a  plummet  falling  to  rock, 
Itself  twice  born.  Waves'  thundering,  empty  shock 
Beating  on  sand  proclaims,  while  the  rocks  resound : 
Death  himself  must  deliver  the  souls  he  bound 
Unchanged  and  true,  though  the  winds  and  the  waters 
mock. 

Ill 

Here,  as  I  walk  the  cliff's  edge  at  the  close  of  day, 
I  see  vast  clouds  assembling,  white  as  the  moon, 
A  column  of  cloud-shapes  solemnly  moving,  soon 
Encamped  in  darkness,  high  as  huge  Himalay. 

Eastward  moving  they  pass,  but  the  mountains  stay. 
Rock  and  waterfall  wait,  and  King  Arthur's  Stone 
Pulls  faint,  mimicking  plovers  with  rending  moan 
Whose  crippled  wings  tear  darkness,  close  to  the  bay. 

Remorseless  wind,  ah  landscape  of  undrawn  swords, 
Straining  rocks,  and  the  stalling  white  sea-birds ! 
True  as  a  needle-rock,  you  knew  to  divide 
The  anarchic  waters  rising  against  their  guards. 
Shades  on  the  sea,  your  pity  plumbed  their  rewards, 
For  every  wave  has  a  voice  not  the  voice  of  the  tide. 
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POET  AND   GOLDSMITH 

He  was  now  alone.  The  lovers  had  wandered  across 
The  field.  About  him  the  air  fell  sweet  with  singing. 
Very  close  to  his  eyes  a  bird  was  carrying  moss. 
It  gathered  a  wisp  of  straw,  pecked,  and  looked  up, 
And  flew  to  a  secret  nest.  He  watched  the  bough 
Tremble.  Now  it  was  still.  There  was  dew  on  the  field. 
Petals  began  to  close.  The  roots  of  the  elms 
Held  his  wonder:  'Be  warned:  about  you  are  symbols.' 

Over  sea,  gold  distance  hung  in  a  fiery  crucible. 
No  fingers,  however  cunning,  could  sift  the  grains 
Of  hurrying  sand.  Mathematical,  yet  inscrutable, 
Each  rose  with  the  rising  wave,  then  slipped  through  the 

hour-glass. 
No  shore  could  set  a  term  to  the  curlew's  call. 
The  voice  returned  to  itself  round  the  sevenfold  world 
And  perched  on  mystery.  Night,  like  a  working  goldsmith, 
Heard  waves  beat  on  the  indestructible  core. 

The  poet  sang :  'All  ages  bud  like  the  sycamore. 
Brown  keys  spin  down  to  beginning.  There  are  two 

natures. 
Blest  are  the  lost,  packed  hidden  within  life's  door 
Like  seeds  in  the  husk.  Yet,  since  a  small  man  climbed 
The  crooked  trunk,  and  groped,  and  sat  in  the  branch, 
The  minutiae  of  earth  are  changed,  and  the  blackbird's 

praises 
Are  now  twofold :  they  speak,  and  they  speak  beyond 

knowledge. 
Even  so,  these  hands  have  touched  the  harp  of  the  dead.' 
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The  dying  light  moved  down  to  birth  in  his  eyes, 
And  his  eyes  experienced  music.  Night  was  athletic; 
A  powerful  glory  tensed  the  proportioned  skies. 
And  he  murmured  again:  'One  thought  that  is  dear  to 

love: 
True  characters  do  not  age  in  each  other's  eyes. 
Indeed,  we  die  each  moment  the  life  of  another, 
And  there  is  no  separation,  no  spear  in  the  side, 
Except  in  that  forgetting  of  mutual  death.' 

'Unsearchable  distance!  The  gliding  avalanche 
Wounds  me,'  he  sang.  Sycamore  leaves  against  heaven 
Moving,  sighed.  Then,  as  he  touched  one  branch, 
The  force  of  his  fingers  entered  the  roots  of  the  tree. 
'Earth,  cradle  of  riches;  the  speed  and  grace  of  the  hunter, 
Born  here ;  plumes  of  the  pheasant  shining  with  dew : 
They  speak,  singly,  of  inexhaustible  treasure. 
Night  speaks,  the  artificer,  beating  out  gold/ 
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THE   SLOE 

'  I  ^oo  like  those  lineaments 
X  For  waking  eyes  to  see, 
Yet  those  the  dream  presents 
Clearly  to  me. 

How  much  more  vivid  now 
Than  when  across  your  tomb 
Sunlight  projects  a  bough 
In  gradual  gloom ! 

Even  such  a  curious  taste 
I  found,  seeing  Winter  blow 
Above  a  leafless  waste 
The  bitter  sloe. 

It  will  not  yet  begin 
To  act  upon  the  tongue 
Till  tooth  has  pierced  the  skin 
And  juice  has  sprung : 

A  flavour  tart  and  late 
Which,  when  the  rest  had  gone, 
Could  hide  in  mist  and  wait, 
Its  root  in  stone. 
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TRUST   DARKNESS 

Trust  darkness.  Dig  down 
Through  earth's  crust  to  no  crown, 
The  surface  will  moulder 
But,  tenacious,  the  root 
When  you  are  older 
Bring  blossom  and  fruit. 

Pull  bindweed  up  first, 
That  parasite  cursed 
Which  preys  on  the  vision. 
From  dark  root  and  thorn 
In  the  death  of  ambition 
Let  patience  be  born. 

On  the  spade  press  your  foot. 
Dig  up  by  the  root 
Whatever  encumbers 
Your  thought  in  the  grass. 
There  the  seed  slumbers, 
Cold  as  dawn  was. 

Such  dancers  are  seeds, 

Each  knows  what  man  needs 

As  it  glides  from  his  fingers, 

Absently  cast. 

In  their  fall  lingers 

All  that  is  past. 

Learn  to  lie  fallow. 
Trees  naked  or  yellow 
Endure  through  long  Winter 
And  ride  every  storm. 
Great  rewards  enter 
Where  they  are  born. 
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No  love  that  fears  night 

Is  fitting  and  right. 

If  you  seek  resurrection 

Take  root  and  grow  strong. 

No  bond  of  affection 

Is  less  than  life  long. 

Hold  fast  the  fine  thread 
From  such  bonds  that  are  dead, 
Far  though  you  travel 
Or  stray  from  that  touch, 
No  hand  may  unravel 
Or  teach  you  as  much. 

The  dead  earn  their  living 
By  holy  forgiving. 
No  upland  or  meadow 
Where  the  light  flies 
But  draws  from  the  shadow 
Of  death-disturbed  eyes. 

Time  begins  and  time  ends 
In  the  meeting  of  friends. 
To  deny  the  occasion 
Or  count  up  its  cost 
Is  to  mock  at  the  passion 
Where  nothing  is  lost. 
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THE    RETURN 

I  lay,  pulse  beating  fast, 
While  the  night  raider  passed 
And  gave  each  hovering  tick 
The  speed  of  dream. 

Sleep  in  the  dead  of  night  could  make  all  quick, 
Reverse  the  extreme 
Outrider's  task  on  thought's  magnetic  beam. 

What  life-uprooting  year 

Sent  him,  an  envoy,  here 

To  set  two  states  at  war? 

Fid  rather  set 

Those  just  names  up  both  states  are  honoured  for, 

Lest  time  forget 

He  is  a  hostage  since  our  eyes  last  met. 

Now  from  that  neighbour  state 

One  who  all  war  did  hate 

Came  as  a  witness  back 

From  that  night  raid, 

To  make  a  truce,  there  in  the  very  track 

Where  wings  had  made 

A  single  engine  stop,  two  hearts  afraid. 

Yet  we  could  still  converse 

Without  interpreters, 

For,  though  spade's  land  is  charged 

With  sudden  springs 

Whose  atoms  may  be  monstrously  enlarged, 

Earth-rooted  things 

Remain  the  identities  to  which  man  clings. 
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It  is  our  common  speech 

Comforts  the  ghost  in  each. 

So,  when  that  restless  face 

Returned  last  night, 

It  gave  serenity  to  time  and  place, 

Though  beams  of  light 

Cross  and  converged  to  pick  out  wings  in  flight. 

True  recognition  broke 

Destruction's  dust  and  smoke, 

For  there,  unfeigned  I  found, 

Knowing  him  dead, 

Life,  not  with  laurels  nor  disturbance  crowned, 

But  calm  instead. 

Compassion  curbed  the  challenge  of  his  head. 

Our  two  states  merged  in  dream's 

Converging,  crossing  beams, 

Recalling  a  lost  time 

Of  deaths  and  sighs 

When  body  and  soul  had  shuddered  at  the  crime 

Dark  guilt  descries 

In  the  wronged  heaven,  against  which  armies  rise. 

Strongly  they  still  can  merge 

Where  the  long  beams  converge. 

Why  let  two  states  at  war 

Destroy  the  mind? 

These  eyes  beneath  a  brutal  metaphor 

Can  substance  find 

In  all  time  spurns  but  cannot  leave  behind. 
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THE   EXACTING   GHOST 

I  speak  of  an  exacting  ghost, 
And  if  the  world  distrust  my  theme 
I  answer:  This  that  moved  me  most 
Was  first  a  vision,  then  a  dream. 

By  the  new  year  you  set  great  store. 

The  leaves  have  turned,  and  some  are  shed. 

A  sacred,  moving  metaphor 

Is  living  in  my  mind,  though  dead. 

I  would  have  counted  good  years  more, 
But  all  is  changed :  your  life  has  set. 
I  praise  that  living  metaphor 
And  when  I  sleep  I  see  it  yet. 

Why  is  it,  though  the  conscious  mind 
Toils,  the  identity  to  keep 
Forgetful  ages  leave  behind, 
No  likeness  matches  that  of  sleep? 

Last  night,  when  sleep  gave  back  the  power 

To  see  what  nature  had  withdrawn, 

I  saw,  corrected  by  that  hour, 

All  likenesses  the  mind  had  drawn. 

In  crowded  tavern  you  I  found 
Conversing  there,  yet  knew  you  dead. 
This  was  no  ghost.  When  you  turned  round, 
It  was  indeed  your  living  head. 

Time  had  returned,  and  pregnant  wit 
Lodged  in  your  eyes.  What  health  was  this? 
Never  had  context  been  so  fit 
To  give  old  words  new  emphasis. 
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If  hope  was  then  restrained  by  doubt 
Or  joy  by  fear,  I  cannot  tell. 
All  the  disturbances  of  thought 
Hung  on  my  words;  yet  all  seemed  well. 

You  smiled.  Your  reassurance  gave 
My  doubt  its  death,  my  hope  its  due. 
I  had  always  known  beyond  the  grave, 
I  said,  all  would  be  well  with  you. 

You  fixed  contracted,  narrowing  eyes 
To  challenge  my  instinctive  sense. 
The  uncertainty  of  my  surmise 
Their  penetration  made  intense. 

'What  right  had  you  to  know,  what  right 
To  arrogate  so  great  a  gift?' 
I  woke,  and  memory  with  the  light 
Brought  back  a  weight  I  could  not  lift. 

In  sleep  the  dead  and  living  year 
Had  stood  one  moment  reconciled, 
But  in  the  next  the  accuser's  spear 
Had  sacked  the  city  of  the  child. 

Why  is  it,  though  the  conscious  mind 
Toils,  the  identity  to  keep 
Forgetful  years  will  leave  behind, 
No  likeness  matches  that  of  sleep? 
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SERENA 

The  cradle  stirs. 
There  life,  there  innocence,  there  the  miracle  shines, 
Old,  he  is  old: 

Life's  earliest  word,  the  first.  Light  has  created  him 
Out  of  inscrutable  deeps. 

And  the  light  breathes ; 

It  breathes  in  darkness,  trembles,  trembles  and  wakes. 

There  is  no  help, 

There  is  no  help  in  this  room.  The  divining  deluge 

Thunders.  Time  is  at  hand. 

Who  knows  the  print 

Of  feet,  Christ's  way,  reversing  the  martyrs'  steps. 

Their  counter-joy? 

What  fingers  touch,  through  time  stealthily  flowing, 

Music  under  the  sandgrains? 

What  tremulous  dove 

Has  made  shoot,  sink  and  scatter,  blind  and  dark, 

Ridges  of  fear, 

That  all  must  fall  save  him  great  love  has  lifted 

To  walk  on  his  own  grief? 

Whose  eyes  now  break? 

Where  is  that  head  so  young,  it  has  not  seen  dawn? 

What  torches  gold 

Kindle  the  temples?  What  foreboding  blossoms 

Fall  through  infinite  evening? 

With  discord,  death, 

Harpies  and  Sirens  sow  the  furrowed  sea. 
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Their  music  moves 

Across  the  water,  and  the  vessel  whirling 

Feels  the  destroying  birds. 

What  holds  him  safe, 

Lost  in  a  chaos  of  conflicting  waves? 

What  thread  is  wound 

About  him,  that  no  Cyclops  eye  may  triumph 

Over  the  singing  hands? 

The  zenith  sighs. 

The  voyage  of  Magellan  breaks  his  sleep. 

He  treads  the  waves 

Haunted  by  little  ships  whose  daring  reaches 

Islands  of  spice  and  robbers. 

He  will  be  calm 

When  mutinous  seas  lay  hold  upon  his  ship. 

When  hope  seems  lost 

And  the  unnameable  Furies,  loosed,  defy  him, 

He  will  be  calm  at  heart. 

The  source  of  time 

Still  binds  the  flying  galaxies  to  rock. 

Nothing  shall  change 

The  diamond  fixed  between  vine-masted  Noah 

And  the  first  deluge  drop. 

He  will  be  calm 

In  the  first  calm  that  glittered  before  knowledge. 

Nothing  shall  change 

The  Primum  Mobile's  effectual  music 

Planted  within  the  breast. 
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He  will  be  calm, 

Not  through  a  reason  known  to  man,  nor  favour, 

But  through  that  gift 

The  First  Cause  left,  printing  upon  his  forehead 

The  word  'Serena'. 
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BEFORE  A   BIRTH 

Hear  the  finger  of  God,  that  has  fixed  the  pole  of  the 
heavens. 
There  the  Pleiades  spin,  and  Orion,  that  great  hunter. 
Stars  silver  the  night,  where   Hercules  moves   with 

Arcturus. 
Spawning  systems  amaze:  they  respond  to  an  ordered 

music. 
Ultimate  distance  vibrates,  close  to  that  intimate  string. 

Stoop,  for  nothing  can  weigh  the  inscrutable  movement 

of  beech  leaves 
Silken,  of  brightest  green,  which  May  has  transfigured 

like  music 
Born  of  their  trumpet-like  buds ;  this  movement,  ever  so 

little, 
Hangs  on  a  leaf-hidden  breath,  so  near  to  the  nest  of  the 

greenfinch ; 
Nothing  so  secret  as  this,  under  the  shadows  of  Spring. 

Love,  your  measure  is  full :  the  stars  of  infinite  distance, 

Needing  the  shade  of  a  bird  to  knit  our  time  to  the 
timeless, 

Fell  to-night  through  the  dusk.  Ear  close  to  the  ground- 
root,  I  listened, 

Feeling  the  sunlight  fall  through  May's  untranslatable 
evening ; 

Then,  upon  earth,  my  pulse  beat  with  the  pulse  of  the 
dead. 

Guests  go  into  the  house.  On  the  floor,  attended  by 

shadows, 
Late  I  can  hear  one  walk,  a  step,  and  a  fruitful  silence. 
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Touch,  finger  of  Wine,  this  well  of  crystalline  water 
And  this  earthenware  jug,  that  knows  the  language  of 

silence ; 
Touch,  for  darkness  is  near,  that  brings  your  glory  to  bed, 
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BIRTH  AND   MORNING 

Are  you  come  then,  with  the  first  beech  leaves,  stubborn 
and  frail, 
Dragging  new  brilliance  out  of  the  night  of  the  branch 
Where  apple-trees  move  under  wind,  on  fire  from  the 

wound  of  the  grail, 
Stream  of  wild  stars  for  a  fork-stemmed  blossom  to 
stanch? 

Birth  and  morning:  full  night  pulled  down  to  the  earth 
Drenched  by  the  violence  of  rain  where  the  dawn  wind 

dries 
Buds  in  the  trance  of  sunrise  straining  to  ultimate  birth, 
Rigid,  expecting  Easter,  released  to  the  skies: 

Silken  they  stand,  weaned  from  the  heart  of  light, 
A  splendour  of  water  splashed  from  original  green, 
Painted  with  wax  of  creation,  dazzling,  hurting  the  sight 
With  a  touch  immaculate,  fading  before  it  has  been. 

I  restore  to  the  garden  the  footprints  of  one  that  was  near 
Whose  arms  would  cradle  you  now,  a  magnanimous  ghost, 
But  who  sleeps  without  knowing  your  name  in  the  turn 

and  the  quick  of  the  year. 
My  eyes  are  fixed  on  the  branches,  my  soul  on  the  lost. 

Yet  here  is  beginning,  the  broken  shell  of  a  bird. 
These  days  that  will  not  be  remembered  are  holy,  your 

first; 
The  finches  fly  in  and  out  while  the  apple-tree  buds, 

wind-stirred, 
Like  sepulchres  sleep,  where  no  single  blossom  h^s  burst. 
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All  the  morning  the  lawn  has  been  filled  with  a  wood- 
pecker's cry- 
Awake  in  the  shrubbery,  diving  from  tree  to  tree. 
The  air  is  green  with  his  sallies.  In  the  wake  of  his 

plumage  I 
Divine  with  a  leaden  plummet  the  days  to  be. 

I  watch  you  here,  and  your  eyes  are  closed  on  the  cry 
The  woodpecker  nails  to  the  bark  of  the  fir  and  the  ground. 
Wet  from  the  caul  of  Spring  are  the  blazing  beech  leaves, 

dry 
The  apple-trees'  antlered  branches  where  you  sleep  sound. 

Beyond  this  wall  the  blue  sea :  the  sap  from  the  root 
Ascends  where  the  woodpecker  clings  to  the  fir-tree's  bark. 
And  here,  out  of  sight  of  the  sea,  I  hear  his  excited  shout, 
The  exuberant,  bright-crested  bird  resurrecting  the  dark. 

And  you  sleep  under  sunlight,  gone  with  the  wing  to  the 

dalliance 
Of  magical  boughs,  the  pursuit  and  the  pairing  of  birds 
In  the  shaft  of  April,  that  perch,  take  fire  and  cavort  with 

the  brilliance 
Of  branches  whose  shadows  interpret  the  lost  and  their 

words. 

Larks  sing,  in  the  deep,  dense  blue,  above  gorse  and  rocks, 
Black  specks.  Light  falls  where  they  mount.  A  commotion 

of  wings 
Rustles  the  furnace  of  thorns  where  blackbirds  nest  in  the 

thicket. 
The  shaft  the  birds  fly  from,  the  shade  and  the  phoenix, 

are  Spring's. 
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Still  child,  undisturbed  by  their  noise,  none  asks  you  to 

find 
The  water  of  life,  the  stone  no  philosopher  found, 
Or  the  source  of  that  secret  river  which  runs  under  time 

and  the  wind, 
Sprung,  it  may  be,  from  a  chalice  laid  in  the  ground. 

Few  are  the  days  gone  by  since  you  looked  your  first 

And  holy  their  fingers  who  laid  it,  halted  in  frost 

Too  early  to  wake  you  now  to  heaven  in  the  apple-tree 

garden 
Near  branches  knowing  nothing  of  that  which  is  lost. 
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THE   IMMORTAL  IN   NATURE 

I  must  forget  these  things,  and  yet  lose  none. 
Music  is  light,  and  shadows  all  are  they. 
White  is  the  fountain  that  begot  the  sun. 
Light  on  the  petal  falls;  then  falls  the  may. 

Sometimes  the  vulture  sees  his  carrion 
A  speck  on  Ganges.  White  on  Himalay 
The  snows  ascend  above  the  light  of  dawn. 
Though  distance  calls  us  like  a  clarion, 
How  ancient  is  the  voice  our  souls  obey. 

I  tell  my  soul :  Although  they  be  withdrawn, 
Meditate  on  those  lovers.  Think  of  Donne 
Who  could  contract  all  ages  to  one  day, 
Knowing  they  were  but  copies  of  that  one : 
The  first  being  true,  then  none  can  pass  away. 

Where  time  is  not,  all  nature  is  undone, 
For  nature  grows  in  grandeur  of  decay. 
These  royal  colours  that  the  leaves  put  on 
Mark  the  year  living  in  his  kingly  way; 
Yet,  when  he  dies,  not  he  but  time  is  gone. 

Beethoven's  music  nature  could  not  stun. 
Light  rushed  from  Milton. 

See  the  Sistine  ray. 
There  burns  the  form  eternally  begun. 
That  soul  whose  very  hand  made  marble  pray, 
The  untempted,  mightiest  master,  holds  in  sway 
The  wrestling  sinews  death  had  seemed  to  own 
And  might  have  owned,  but  that  they  were  not  clay. 
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THE  CURLEW 

Sweet-throated  cry,  by  one  no  longer  heard 
Who,  more  than  many,  loved  the  wandering  bird, 
Unchanged  through  generations  and  renewed, 
Perpetual  child  of  its  own  solitude, 
The  same  on  rocks  and  over  sea  I  hear 
Return  now  with  his  unreturning  year. 
How  swiftly  now  it  flies  across  the  sands, 
Image  of  change  unchanging,  changing  lands 
From  year  to  year,  yet  always  found  near  home 
Where  waves  in  sunlight  break  in  restless  foam. 
Old  though  the  cave  is,  this  outlives  the  cave, 
And  the  grey  pool  that  shuddered  when  it  gave 
The  landscape  life,  reveals  where  time  has  grown, 
Turning  green,  slowly  forming  tears  to  stone. 
The  quick  light  of  that  cry  disturbs  the  gloom. 
It  passes  now,  and  rising  from  its  tomb, 
Carries  remorse  across  the  sea  where  I 
Wait  on  the  shore,  still  listening  to  that  cry 
Which  bears  a  ghostly  listening  to  my  own ; 
Such  life  is  hidden  in  the  ringing  stone 
That  rests,  unmatched  by  any  natural  thing, 
And  joins,  unheard,  the  wave-crest  and  the  wing. 
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KESTREL 

Kestrel,  king  of  small  hawks,  moreover 
Keenest  of  sight,  blind  wings  you  shake. 
Pinned  on  the  sky,  and,  quivering,  hover 

High  over  prey.  A  gloom  you  make 
Hang  from  one  point  in  changing  time 
On  grass.  Below  you  seawaves  break 

Rebellious,  casting  rhyme  on  rhyme 

Vainly  against  the  craggy  world 

From  whose  black  death  the  ravens  climb. 

Stand  then  in  storm ;  see  fragments  whirled 
And  pitched  by  waters  to  a  place 
Where  wave  on  wave  in  mockery  hurled 

Shake  the  great  sea-rock  to  its  base. 
And  still  the  inviolate  wing  and  claw 
Hold  chaos  in  the  grip  of  grace. 

High  on  the  rock's  grass  verge  you  saw 
Your  quarry.  You  above  that  rock 
Hung  by  inscrutable,  patient  law, 

Motionless.  Then  you  plunged,  a  block 
Between  that  headland  and  the  sky 
Hiding  you.  Stalling  in  their  flock 

The  startled  herring-gulls  gave  cry, 
Sprung  from  a  sea  of  beaten  flame. 
Bird  of  my  wrist,  inspired  you  fly. 


Who  dares  to  think  the  storm  untame 
Can  hurt  or  master  you  whom  I, 
Gathering  the  doom  of  all  who  die. 
Uplift,  in  every  age,  the  same? 
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CHRIST   AND   CHARON 

After  more  terrors  than  the  sea  has  waves 
.Where  vultures  black  beyond  redemption  stood 
Circling  that  boatman  for  his  tithe  of  blood 
Guiding  to  Hell  his  boat's  eternal  slaves, 
I  left  that  nightmare  shore,  and  woke  to  naves 
Of  daybreak ;  there  men  walked  in  brotherhood, 
Mutual  forgiveness,  love;  their  speech  was  good, 
Being  governed  by  the  music  of  their  graves. 

Then  death's  rank  odour  changed  to  scented  balm, 

The  sweat  of  horror  to  a  holy  gum, 

Fierce  lamentations  to  that  living  psalm ; 

There  stood  a  cradle  where  time's  waves  were  dumb 

Above  which  angels  sighed:  'Your  life  is  come'; 

And  every  sigh  a  ship  destined  to  calm. 
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ANGEL  AND   MAN 

Angel:  '"]  ^\ay  breaks.  All  sighs  are  ended. 

JL^The  sleep  of  earth,  the  long  night  sleep,  is 
over. 
Man  :     Faint  incarnation  in  the  mists  of  dawn, 

Why  do  you  rouse  desires  I  have  laid  down 

On  this  sad  field  where  the  world  tends  her 
wounded 

And  shrouds  their  limbs  whose  eyes  are  shut  for 
ever? 

You  are  not  of  this  life,  but  of  the  days 

Of  immaturity  when,  with  upturned  eyes, 

I  lay  awake,  a  child,  expecting  miracles. 

I  think  I  waited  for  a  star  to  fall. 

Now  it  is  different,  and  those  early  oracles 

Have  lost  that  power  I  in  those  nights  would  feel. 

Yes,  once  I  thought  my  dreams  had  been  fulfilled. 

I  though  I  saw,  quite  early  in  a  field, 

The  annunciation  of  the  morning  star, 

And  that  the  world  had  ended  with  that  light. 
Angel  :  That  early  moment  is  come  true,  though  late. 

That  moment  was  a  prophecy  of  this. 

To  me  alone  was  given  night's  darkest  wisdom. 

I  am  the  first  to  learn  what  is  for  all. 
Man:     Do  not  so  look  at  me,  for  I  am  ill. 

I  would  believe  you,  but  I  cannot. 

Too  much  is  hidden. 

I  hear  your  speech,  but  when  your  speech  has 
faded 

It  is  the  earth  that  counts,  where  these  men  lived. 

All  these  the  eyelid  buried, 

These  the  rough  earth  hides, 

Where  are  they,  then? 
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Angel:  They  are  gone  to  the  root  of  the  tree. 

Just  as  the  red  sun  went  behind  the  hill, 
They  pierced  the  shadows  of  imagined  rest. 

Man:     If  sighs  are  ended  they  should  wake  now,  too. 

Angel:  They  do  wake,  though  your  ears  are  not  attuned 
To  those  sunk  voices  which  the  ground  trans- 
figures. 
They  are  like  lightning,  or  the  time  in  sleep 
Circling  the  earth  from  which  the  slow  leaf  breaks. 
They  do  wake,  in  the  murmur  of  the  leaves. 

Man  :     The  leaves  made  that  same  sound  when  they  were 
living 
But  it  was  not  their  voices  when  they  lived, 
Nor  is  it  now.  Let  others  be  deceived. 
I  know  this  for  a  place  where  footsteps  halted 
And  where  each  footstep  knocked  upon  the 

ground, 
Seeking  true  consolation.  Think  of  this. 
Spirits  were  laid  here  to  whom  some  were  dear, 
Who  left  them,  sorrowful.  Garments  touched  the 

leaves, 
And  where  they  passed  I  understood  a  language 
Breathed  in  the  robe  and  heard  by  the  dumb 

ground. 
I  accept  this  for  my  portion.  Grief  was  theirs, 
And  grief,  their  lot,  is  likely  to  be  mine. 
Yet  in  the  last,  most  solitary  dark 
There  lives  an  equilibrium  in  the  soul 
Depending  on  forgiveness.  Grant  me  this, 
And  I  shall  hold  truth  fast  without  remorse 
Under  the  turning  stars. 
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SWEDENBORG'S   SKULL 

Note  this  survivor,  bearing  the  mark  of  the  violator, 
Yet  still  a  vessel  of  uninterrupted  calm. 
Its  converse  is  ended.  They  beat  on  the  door  of  his  coffin, 
But  they  could  not  shake  or  destroy  that  interior  psalm 
Intended  for  God  alone,  for  his  sole  Creator. 
For  gold  they  broke  into  his  tomb. 

The  mark  of  the  pick  is  upon  him,  that  rough  intrusion 
Upon  the  threshold  and  still  place  of  his  soul. 
With  courtesy  he  received  them.   They  stopped, 

astonished, 
Where  the  senses  had  vanished,  to  see  the  dignified  skull 
Discoursing  alone,  entertaining  those  guests  of  his  vision 
Whose  wit  made  the  axe-edge  dull. 

Here  the  brain  flashed  its  fugitive  lightning,  its  secret 
appraising, 

Where  marble,  settled  in  utmost  composure,  appears. 

Here  the  heirs  of  the  heavens  were  disposed  in  sym- 
metrical orders 

And  a  flash  of  perception  transfigured  the  darkness  of 
years. 

The  mark  of  a  membrane  is  linked  with  those  traffickers 
grazing 

Its  province  of  princes  and  spheres. 

Where  the  robbers  looked,  meditations  disputed  the 
legacy 

Of  the  dreaming  mind,  and  the  rungs  of  their  common- 
place crime 

Gave  way  to  swift  places  of  angels,  caught  up  in  division 

From  the  man  upon  earth;  but  his  patience  now  played 
like  a  mime, 
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And  they  could  not  break  down  or  interpret  the  skull  in 

its  privacy 
Or  take  him  away  from  his  time. 

So  I  see  it  today,  the  inscrutable  mask  of  conception 
Arrested  in  death.  Hard,  slender  and  grey,  it  transcends 
The  enquiring  senses,  even  as  a  shell  toiling  inward, 
Caught  up  from  the  waters  of  change  by  a  traveller  who 

bends 
His  piercing  scrutiny,  yields  but  a  surface  deception, 
Still  guarding  the  peace  it  defends. 
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HUNTER 

Naked  in  woods  apart, 
A  radiance  in  his  eyes, 
He  crouches  to  surprise 
The  breathing  hart; 
So  kneels  to  aim  his  dart; 
The  feathered  arrow  flies; 
The  peril  he  defies 
Stands  here,  revealed  by  art. 

A  touch,  and  time  is  gone; 
The  loins  their  flight  fulfil ; 
Mark  the  dead  hunter's  skill 
Here  where  his  window  shone, 

Look,  and  the  limbs  are  still. 
Walk,  and  the  eyes  look  on. 
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ERINNA   AND   THE  WATERS 

Erinna,  serene  in  sunlight,  lay  on  the  rock. 
The  young  sea  touched  her,  the  gay,  the  nimble 
etrayer. 
On  Earth  unrivalled  in  song,  this  low  flute -player 
Could  entice,  make  music  and  pictures,  menace,  and  mock. 

Her  eyes  were  full  of  the  vision  her  book  revealed, 
Her  head  of  that  secret  music.  Content  was  she 
To  trust  for  protection  against  the  charming  sea 
Unforgettable  words  on  the  vellum  her  hand  had  sealed. 

All  myths  sprang  bright  in  the  foam  and  sparkled  with 

salt. 
The  forbidden  waters  flashed  to  her,  beautiful. 
In  a  wave  she  could  see  Europa  riding  her  bull. 
In  the  next  the  god  of  temptation  denied  the  assault. 

Chaste,  she  unrobed.  Her  clasp  she  rose  to  untwist. 
The  waters  danced,  exulting  because  of  her  choice. 
Old  Nereus  smiled,  and  with  ceremonious  voice 
He  recalled  a  nymph  and  her  stripling  before  they  kissed. 

And  now  the  waters  were  left  her,  innocent 

As  lambs  in  darkness  dropped  in  the  Winter  snow. 

Her  fingers  touched  the  water  like  mistletoe. 

She  caressed  the  nativity  prudence  could  not  prevent. 

Prone  on  the  sea  the  sun,  like  a  great  tree  felled, 
Announced  with  music  of  shells  a  mysterious  day 
Restoring  Mars  to  the  girl  born  out  of  the  spray, 
Unawakened  yet  by  the  conch  amorini  held. 
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She  peered,  and  the  water  copied  her  finger's  thread 

On  tinted  cowries,  lit  the  incarnate  pearl. 

A  rainbow  dived  through  the  spray,  and  the  marvelling 

girl 
Heard  cherubs  flying,  where  petals  on  air  were  shed. 

And  Thetis  moved  from  her  shell,  and  the  spiral  dark 
Kept,  unseen,  the  sound  of  approaching  feet. 
Naked  her  lover  stood,  and  she  saw  them  meet 
Where  dolphins  sported,  spun  through  a  perfect  arc. 

She  returned  from  the  rich,  voluptuous  sea  to  the  cave, 
And,  gathering  her  raiment,  laid  on  a  ledge  near  a  crock, 
She  watched  in  reflection  the  clouds  move  over  the  rock, 
And  she  touched  the  shadowed  water,  cold  as  the  grave. 

Yet  there  was  her  book,  her  treasure.  Quick  as  a  spring 
It  shone,  marrying  myth  to  darkness.  Carrying  it  now, 
Climbing  the  difficult  path  to  the  cliff's  green  brow, 
She  sighed  to  recapture  the  music  no  sea  could  sing. 
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CAMELOT 

She  that  was  a  queen  stood  here 
Where  the  kestrel  hovers. 
He  was  resting  by  the  weir: 
He  and  she  were  lovers. 
Praise  and  passion  in  her  throat 
Breathed  above  her  psalter 
Long  before  King  Arthur's  boat 
Moved  upon  the  water. 

Though  she  died  in  Almesbury 

White  as  any  lily, 

Laid  beneath  the  darkest  tree 

Winter  cannot  sully, 

All  the  colour  she  had  wrought 

Stayed  in  her  possession. 

Time  stood  still  in  Camelot 

Till  her  last  confession. 

Set  your  foot  upon  this  land. 
Come,  for  time  has  vanished. 
Part  the  grasses  with  your  hand. 
Here,  though  he  was  banished, 
Never  did  the  grasses  cease 
Whispering  of  their  pledges 
While  the  blossoms  on  the  trees 
Burst  along  the  hedges. 

Far  he  walked,  accompanied 
By  that  lovely  creature. 
Petals  falling  from  the  seed 
Told  him  of  her  nature. 
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'Never  let  your  heart  deny 
Joy  that  I  inherit. 
Say  above  me  when  I  die: 
Here  all  time  is  buried/ 

Wisdom  gave  her  dignity. 
Now  her  crown  is  fallen. 
Light  upon  the  land  is  she, 
And  her  dust  is  pollen. 
O  how  hard  it  is  to  lose 
Passion's  reins  and  ridings, 
Yet  no  better  could  she  choose 
To  give  nature  tidings. 

Stoop  and  find  the  bow  unstrung 

And  the  empty  quiver. 

Limpid  now  the  stones  give  tongue 

In  the  mountain  river. 

Silent  move  the  tapestries 

Painted  in  her  chamber. 

She  has  gathered  all  the  seas 

In  a  bead  of  amber. 

Leave,  as  by  a  mummy's  hand, 
Ears  that  none  may  gather. 
She  is  sleeping  in  the  land 
Hidden  from  the  weather. 
Look :  the  kestrel  and  the  weir, 
Hunting  time,  are  keeping 
Stillness  in  a  point  austere 
Where  her  heart  is  sleeping. 

Time  in  weathercock  and  stone 
Turns  and  tries  to  change  her. 
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White  as  chalk  or  white  as  bone 
Stands  the  rocky  stranger. 
Set  her  in  the  saddle  now. 
Let  the  water  flying 
And  the  kestrel  tell  you  how 
All  but  she  is  dying. 

Knights  on  horseback  from  the  hill 
Move  across  the  meadow. 
Like  a  place  where  time  stood  still 
Are  the  trees  in  shadow. 
Still  the  crest  of  Launcelot 
Shines  upon  his  armour. 
Waters  rest  in  Camelot 
In  the  heart  of  Summer. 

She  on  earth  was  Guinevere 

Where  the  kestrel  hovers, 

He  a  knight  beside  the  weir : 

He  and  she  were  lovers. 

Never  has  she  lost  a  note 

Of  the  music  taught  her 

Since  the  hour  when  Arthur's  boat 

Moved  upon  the  water. 
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THE   FORGE   OF  THE 
SOLSTICE 

The  best  are  older :  with  the  unrest  time  brings, 
No  absolute  remains  to  bind  them  fast. 
One  scrawls  on  rock  the  names  of  hallowed  things, 
Letters  and  hieroglyphs  that  yet  shall  last 
When  darkness  measures  with  a  martyr's  eye 
The  glories  shed  by  life's  unchanging  tree. 

Another,  curbing  vigour  on  his  page 

To  movement,  makes  the  abounding  life  his  own 

And  rhythmic  finds  in  a  discordant  age, 

Singing  like  living  fountains  sprung  from  stone, 

Those  unifying  harmonies  of  line 

Torn  from  creative  nature.  Light  is  born 

Under  believing  fingers.  Men  refute 

By  inward  protest  what  their  masters  teach, 

Seeking  a  deeper  meaning.  One  is  mute, 

Fearing  far  more  the  heresies  of  speech 

Than  watchful  waiting.  Figures  move;  they  pass 

Across  the  cave.  Before  them  flies  heaven's  glass, 

And  out  of  it  now  falls  the  winter  sun, 
Leaving  a  ceaseless  myth  of  moving  waves, 
Till  darkness  quiets  all  things.  Man  is  one: 
The  identity  survives  its  many  graves. 
First  was  the  hunter,  then  the  prophet ;  last, 
The  artificer,  compounding  in  one  ghost 

Hunter  and  prey,  prophet  and  witness,  brought 
Into  that  circle  where  all  riddles  end. 
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Love  gives  their  art  a  body  in  which  thought 
Draws,  not  from  time  but  wisdom,  till  it  bend 
The  solstice  like  a  bow,  and  bring  time  round 
White  with  young  stars,  quick  from  the  forge  they  have 
found. 
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THE   TRIBUTARY  SEASONS 

Ican  discern  at  last  how  grew 
This  tree,  so  naked  and  so  true. 
4 Spring  was  my  death;  when  all  is  sung, 
It  was  the  Autumn  made  me  young.' 

Midwinter:  packed  with  ice  the  butt, 
Splitting  its  sides. 

Roots  hard  as  iron ;  the  back  door  shut. 
Heaped  wood  a  ringing  axe  divides. 
Sacks  on  the  pipes.  No  river  flows, 
No  tap,  no  spring.  A  skater  goes 
Skimming  across  the  pond.  A  stone 
Stays  on  the  ice  where  it  is  thrown. 
Under  a  bone  a  blue-tit  swings, 
The  keen  light  glancing  on  his  wings. 
To  robins  crusts  and  crumbs  are  tossed, 
Yellow  against  the  white  of  frost. 
A  quilted  world.  Glazed  mistletoe. 
Spades  glint,  and  sledges  glide,  on  snow. 
Boys  scoop  it  up  with  tingling  hands, 
Steadying  the  snowman  where  he  stands, 
Numb  into  dusk.  Then  holly  boughs 
Darken  the  walls  in  many  a  house, 
While  moth-flakes  pile  on  wood  and  ground, 
Muffling  the  panes,  and  hide  all  sound. 

The  tree  of  Winter,  Winter's  tree : 

Winter  a  dark,  a  naked  tree. 

What  you  have  seen  you  have  not  known. 
Look  for  it  now  that  Winter's  gone. 
The  Winter  stars,  the  silent  king, 
The  angelic  night,  give  way  to  Spring. 
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March  into  May:  the  lengthening  day 
With  forward  light 
Kindles  the  finches  in  their  play, 
Turning  their  wings  in  amorous  flight. 
No  star  in  frost  more  brightly  shines 
Than,  in  white  grass,  these  celandines. 
Now  sunlight  warms  and  light  wind  shakes 
The  unopened  blooms.  The  jonquil  breaks 
Clean  from  its  sheath.  Gold  wax  and  gums 
Hold  the  buds  fast.  The  chestnut  comes 
First  into  leaf,  its  trance-bound  hands 
Pulled  from  the  shell  by  silken  strands, 
Breathless  and  white.  The  sap  unseen 
Climbs  the  stiff  stalk  and  makes  all  green. 
All  timeless  coils  break  through,  sublime, 
The  skins  and  cerements  of  time. 
What  spikenard  makes  the  dark  earth  sweet? 
Life  from  the  hyacinth's  winding-sheet 
Breathes  on  the  fields,  and  thrushes  sing : 
'Earth  is  our  mother.  Spring  is  Spring.' 
The  tree  of  Spring,  the  selfsame  tree : 
Spring  is  the  green,  foretelling  tree. 

What  you  have  seen  you  cannot  know. 
Winter  is  gone,  and  Spring  will  go. 
These  blossoms  falling  through  long  grass 
Will  fade  from  swallows'  quivering  glass. 

Now  the  meridian.  Summer  glows, 
A  furnace  weighed, 
Deep  in  red  rose  and  burnet  rose, 
Entranced  by  its  own  musk  and  shade. 
Birds  sing  more  softly.  Foxgloves  keep 
Over  the  hedge  a  misty  sleep. 
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Gardens  are  secret  in  their  walls 
And  mountains  feel  their  waterfalls. 
Murmuring  among  thick  blooms,  the  bees 
Plunge,  and  in  silence  honey  seize, 
Then  bear  it  droning  to  their  hive 
Of  light  by  labour  kept  alive. 
Yet  still  the  toil,  where  leaves  are  dense, 
Breathes  of  the  Spring's  first  frankincense. 
Butterflies  dance  in  blazing  beams. 
Great  trees  are  hushed,  and  still  the  streams. 
On  river  banks,  where  boughs  serene 
Reflect  their  every  shade  of  green, 
Bathers  take  rest,  and  bodies  come 
Naked  to  peace,  and  their  first  home. 
The  tree  of  Summer,  Summer's  tree, 
Lost  in  the  sleep  of  Adam's  tree. 

Might  this  indeed  have  been  the  prime, 
That  Eden  state  of  lasting  time? 
Men  reap  the  grain  and  tend  the  vine, 
Heaping  their  tributes,  bread  and  wine. 

At  last  late  leaves  bright-coloured  bring, 
Turning  time's  keys, 

Those  fruits  foreshadowed  by  the  Spring. 
Acorns  and  nuts  restore  their  trees. 
As  certain  jewels  have  the  power 
To  magnetize  and  guide  the  hour, 
So  seeds  before  our  eyes  are  strewn 
Fast  hidden  in  the  pod's  cocoon. 
These  die,  yet  in  themselves  they  keep 
All  seasons  cradled  in  their  sleep. 
Guarding  the  lost  through  calms  and  storms, 
These  are  the  year's  eternal  forms, 
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An  alphabet  whose  letters  all 

Mark  out  a  sacred  festival. 

The  birth  of  vision  from  these  urns 

Into  whose  silence  dust  returns 

Fills  the  dense  wood.  Saint  Hubert's  rein 

Stops  the  swift  horse;  for  there  again 

A  stag  between  its  antlers  holds 

Heaven's  unique  glory,  and  the  world's. 

Tree  of  beginning,  Autumn  tree : 

Divine  imagination's  tree. 
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MOONRISE 

Dew  is  falling  now :  the  daylight  is  spent. 
Softly,  darkly  it  gathers :  night  is  at  hand. 
Our  world  is  changed.  Along  the  remembered  land 
Each  landmark  changes,  hiding  the  way  we  went. 
All  will  be  altered  soon  by  the  moon's  ascent, 
Her  strangeness  melt  the  dimensions  we  understand, 
Bright  waves  more  loudly  break,  and  bring  to  the  sand 
Cold  threads  of  moonlight,  shreds  of  a  nomad's  tent. 

Do  not  succumb  to  the  lure  of  strangeness.  Trust 

Better  the  scarf  you  wear  than  light  diffused. 

Words  that  once  bound  shall  bind  us  when  we  are  dust. 

Trust  narrow  bonds ;  and  when  you  have  refused 

The  enchanter's  dissipation  of  light  and  shade, 

Tread  with  my  heart  that  place  where  worlds  are  made. 
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THE   MASK   OF  WINTER 

Winter  is  sparkling.  Looms 
Wake  from  the  freezing  North 
The  crying  snow  of  lambs 
Suffered  and  shaken  forth. 

Hard  now  in  iron  ground 
Waters  their  song  refuse, 
Leaving  the  scattered  sound 
Of  lambs  that  call  their  ewes. 

A  buried  spring  is  born 
In  darkness,  that  makes  full 
Lambs  from  an  ivory  horn 
Under  the  warmth  of  wool. 

Crisp  windows  in  their  vice 
Grip  the  white  sheaves  that  show 
The  whispering  ferns  of  ice 
And  crystal  world  of  snow. 

Nothing  is  now  so  still 
As  the  white  drifts  that  lie 
Reaching  the  window-sill 
To  chill  the  newborn  sky. 

At  Winter's  coming  I 
Test  my  perceptions,  not 
By  changes  in  the  sky 
But  by  the  secret  root. 

Until  the  waking  bud 
Forms  on  the  sleeping  tree, 
By  dictates  of  the  blood 
The  dead  admonish  me. 
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I  cannot  separate, 
So  soundlessly  they  shine, 
The  windings  of  past  fate, 
Nor  the  lost  lives  from  mine. 

Yet  nowhere  in  this  waste 
Voices  from  time  endure. 
No  footprint  here  is  traced, 
No  dying  signature. 

No  rain,  no  curlew-cry 
Calling  across  the  field: 
The  locked  lane  under  sky 
Is  blocked  with  snow  and  sealed. 

Men  will  complain  of  Spring's 
Late  coming,  and  those  gifts 
Checked  by  the  weather,  things 
Lost  in  the  gathered  drifts. 

The  mask  of  Winter  then 
Shall  not  deceive  them,  known 
To  those  rough-handed  men 
Like  one  who  has  with  them  grown. 

And  still  the  mask  will  stay. 
Earth  in  their  eyes  will  spread 
A  quilt  as  white  as  may 
Quick  with  her  newborn  dead. 
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TOUCH  WITH  YOUR 
FINGERS 

Touch  with  your  fingers 
The  strings  of  song. 
Love  runs  deeper 
Than  all  time's  wrong. 
I  have  considered 
Such  things  long. 

Banishing  waters 

Bore  it  once. 

D'Orleans  looked 

Towards  the  coast  of  France. 

Florence  exiled 

Her  noblest  sons. 

Under  the  rising 

Spectral  moon 

Rome,  Alexandria, 

Babylon, 

Athens  and  Carthage 

Rise  in  stone. 

Time  that  is  over 
Comes  not  again ; 
Yet  instinctive 
The  strings  remain. 
All  is  fugitive, 
Nothing  vain. 

Magical  foliage 
Glittering  shone. 
There  they  trembled 
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Who  now  are  gone. 
Dancers  perish: 
The  dance  goes  on. 

What  then  compelled  me 
To  take  on  trust 
Words  of  the  poets 
Laid  in  dust? 
Time  cannot  answer. 
True  love  must. 

Love  is  compounded 
Of  all  it  cast. 
Sacred  forgiveness 
Binds  all  fast. 
Timeless  vision 
Discerns  no  Past. 

Shade  of  Calliope, 
Guard  my  days. 
Such  compassion 
From  dust  I  raise, 
Nothing  is  valid 
Except  that  praise. 


78 


BREAD   AND  THE   STARS 

How  clear  the  stars  to-night, 
All  the  bright  heaven  how  still ! 
Under  dense  groves  of  white 
This  glistening  sheet  displays 
A  frost  of  spellbound  streams. 
All  is  at  rest.  I  gaze 
Out  on  the  paths  and  beams 
Of  night's  unresting  mill. 

So  deadly  white  this  frost, 
It  kills  both  bird  and  mouse 
Hid  where  the  swedes  are  tossed 
Into  an  iron  barn. 
Owls  upon  vermin  feast. 
Their  solemn  hootings  warn, 
When  every  sound  has  ceased, 
Man  in  his  mortal  house. 

Nothing  now  comes  between 
The  inane  and  this  hard  crust 
Close  to  the  roots  of  men 
As  shrouds  are  to  their  dead. 
How  precious  now  the  loss 
Of  souls  whose  printless  tread 
Where  many  footprints  cross 
Takes  the  whole  night  on  trust. 

How  full  the  clustered  sky ! 
Beyond  the  uncounted  crop 
Of  stars  I  still  descry 
Where  the  white  millstream  runs 
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Glittering  in  ghostly  race 
New  multitudes  of  suns, 
While  here  galactic  space 
Hangs,  like  a  frozen  drop. 

Night  with  her  teeming  brood 
Unites  the  faculties 
To  polarize  the  blood 
Moving,  yet  fixed  and  still, 
Drawn  to  her  secret  North. 
The  same  unerring  will 
That  called  conception  forth 
Now  bids  the  bloodstream  freeze. 

Yet  men  to  Earth  are  bound, 
To  heats  from  which  they  grew. 
They  sift  the  stars  who  pound 
The  corn  with  leavening  yeast 
Till  the  whole  bread  is  made; 
And  plenty  crowns  their  feast, 
Wine  from  a  cellar's  shade 
Preserving  all  that's  true. 

None  need  look  far  for  proof 
That  passion  bears  the  sky. 
The  elect,  beneath  time's  roof 
Dropping  from  steadfast  eyes 
The  plummet  of  their  peace, 
Hold  to  each  man  that  dies 
A  measure  of  increase, 
A  cup  to  judge  life  by. 

Bread  of  dear  life,  and  cup 
Or  glass  made  dull  by  breath, 
Those  spinning  worlds  far  up 
80 


Whose  fiery  swarms  recede, 
All  cannot  match  the  weight 
Of  your  immediate  need, 
Brought  on  a  man-fired  plate 
To  break  his  fast  to  death. 

Clear  night,  great  distances, 
Faith,  like  a  pestle,  drums 
Your  baffling  silences. 
Hard  though  the  wintry  crust, 
What  truth  has  man  but  loaves? 
Bread  will  compel  man's  trust, 
And  not  the  starry  groves : 
Wisdom  is  hid  in  crumbs. 
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BURIED    LIGHT 

What  are  the  light  and  wind  to  me? 
The  lamp  I  love  is  gone  to  ground. 
There  all  the  thunder  of  the  sea 
Becomes  by  contrast  idle  sound. 

What  hammer  on  the  anvil  falls? 
Who  shapes  the  cyclone  to  his  will? 
The  moments  and  the  intervals 
Gain  their  estate  from  what  is  still. 

All  hunting  opposites  I  praise. 
I  praise  the  falcon  and  the  dove. 
Night's  intense  darkness  gives  to  days 
True  pictures  of  regenerate  love. 

Come,  buried  light,  and  honour  time 
With  your  dear  gift,  your  constancy, 
That  the  known  world  be  made  sublime 
Through  visions  that  closed  eyelids  see. 

Come,  breath,  instruct  this  angry  wind 
To  listen  here  where  men  have  prayed, 
That  the  bold  landscape  of  the  mind 
Fly  nobler  from  its  wrist  of  shade. 

Sons  of  true  sacrifice  are  there. 

Rivers  and  hills  are  in  their  hands. 

The  lightest  petal  the  winds  bear 

Has  mocked  the  Serpent's  swaddling-bands 
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And  men  may  find  beneath  the  sun, 

Dashed  into  pieces  by  old  wrong, 

A  relic,  lost  to  nature,  one 

Whose  passion  stops  the  mouth  of  song. 
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FOR  A   CHRISTENING 

The  Word  shines  still 
Locked  in  dumb  stone.  We  approach 
The  cloistral,  chill 
Shell  that  no  touch 
May  take  from  its  own  source,  its  secret  rill. 

Cupped  in  this  crust 

Of  crumbling  age,  light  lingers 

Liquid  in  stone.  Ah,  trust 

Your  christener's  fingers, 

Child,  and  receive  our  homage,  as  is  just. 

Here  let  him  place, 

Held  in  the  slanting  light, 

Your  head,  touch  water,  trace 

Your  name,  and  write 

The  effective  seal  by  which  men  come  to  grace. 

By  this  one  way 

They  who  are  dead  live  more. 

This  day  is  still  their  day 

Who  went  before, 

And  you  their  hope,  in  the  sun's  moving  ray. 

Worshippers  here, 

We  are  come  to  see  that  prism 

Take  fire,  where  Christ's  own  tear 

In  your  baptism 

Consecrates,  first  each  drop,  then  all  the  sphere. 
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No  future  fate 

Dismays  us  where  we  stand . 

The  centre  is  our  state 

Who  hold  time's  sand 

In  scales  of  worship,  though  it  falls  by  weight. 

Of  radiant  love, 

Given  starlike  without  stint 

By  Father,  Son,  and  Dove, 

Take  now  the  print 

Which  death  shall  not  obliterate,  nor  time  move. 

Seeing  lives  go  by 

Unlit,  the  Father  chose 

That  His  own  Son  should  die 

And  His  eyes  close 

On  truth,  to  make  a  new  theology. 

Even  as  He  fell 

With  sabachthani  cries 

To  those  three  days  in  hell, 

So  must  your  eyes 

Close,  for  three  seconds  now,  to  be  made  well. 

Dive,  then:  receive 

This  water  with  our  prayer, 

That,  when  the  stunned  drops  leave 

Love's  image  there, 

A  cloth  by  pressure  may  your  life  reprieve. 

For  time's  old  beat 

Must  change  to  music  when 

Fly  to  His  steadfast  feet 

The  souls  of  men, 

And  lightning  play  on  every  winding-sheet. 
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So  raised,  learn  this: 

To  admire  a  paradox 

Is  not  enough.  It  is 

Lightning  that  rocks 

The  shroud  itself,  if  our  own  loss  we  kiss. 

Then,  then  alone 

We  live,  when  our  lives  take 

That  brightness  for  their  own. 

So  sink;  then  wake, 

Shining,  being  raised,  where  holy  water  shone. 
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THE    REPLICA 

Once  more  the  perfect  pattern  falls  asleep, 
And  in  the  dark  of  sleep  the  replica 
Springs  to  awareness.  Light  is  born  of  dark 
As  the  young  foal  beside  his  mother  steps, 
Closer  than  her  own  shadow.  All  runs  down 
To  agile  youth,  born  of  laborious  age. 
She  feels  his  presence  in  the  pulse  of  earth, 
Entranced  above  her  pasture,  how  his  eyes 
From  that  new  darkness  at  the  end  of  time 
In  wonder  stare,  astonished  by  her  world. 
Each  pristine,  airy  venture  is  prescribed 
By  weight  of  the  maternal  shade  he  left, 
The  circle  ending  where  his  race  began. 

The  waterfall  by  falling  is  renewed 

And  still  is  falling.  All  its  countless  changes 

Accumulate  to  nothing  but  itself. 

The  voice  of  many  mountains  or  of  one, 

The  dissipation  of  unnumbered  drops 

Vanishing  in  a  dark  that  finds  itself 

In  a  perpetual  music,  and  gives  light 

In  fading  always  from  the  measuring  mind : 

Such  is  the  waterfall ;  and  though  we  watch  it 

Falling  from  rock  to  rock  and  always  changing, 

Cast  to  a  whirlpool,  pent  by  rock,  pursuing 

A  reckless  path,  headlong  in  radiant  mist 

Leaping  within  the  roar  of  its  own  chains. 

We  know  it  lives  by  being  consumed,  we  know 

Its  voice  is  new  and  ancient,  and  its  force 

Flies  from  a  single  impulse  that  believes 

Nothing  is  vain,  though  all  is  cast  for  sorrow. 

There  hangs  the  image  of  our  life,  there  flies 
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The  image  of  our  transience.  If  you  ask 
Where  may  divinity  or  love  find  rest 
When  all  moves  forward  to  a  new  beginning 
And  each  obeys  one  constant  law  of  change, 
I  cannot  answer. 

Yet  to  man  alone, 
Moving  in  time,  birth  gives  a  timeless  movement, 
To  taste  the  secret  of  the  honeycomb 
And  pluck  frommight  that  blessing  which  outweighs 
All  the  calamities  and  griefs  of  time. 
There  shines  the  one  scene  worthy  of  his  tears, 
For  in  that  dark  the  greatest  light  was  born 
Which,  if  man  sees,  then  time  is  overthrown, 
And  afterwards  all  acts  are  qualified 
By  knowledge  of  that  interval  of  glory : 
Music  from  heaven,  the  incomparable  gift 
Of  God  to  man,  in  every  infant's  eyes 
That  vision  which  is  ichor  to  the  soul 
Transmitted  there  by  lightning  majesty, 
The  replica,  reborn,  of  Christian  love. 
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RUTH'S    LAMENT   FOR 
NAOMI 

I  cannot  count  the  times  we  met. 
You  clasped  me  near  the  field  of  hay. 
I  stood  when  Orpah  would  not  stay. 
Now  death  has  brought  us  closer  yet. 

0  mother,  whom  no  lips  have  sung, 
A  seal  is  laid  upon  my  tongue. 

1  watch  the  waters  glide  away 
And  guard  the  image  they  forget. 
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I,   CENTURION 

I,  centurion,  out  of  time, 
Re-enact  for  Cherubim 
The  living  truth  which  makes  them  wise 
Forever  present  to  my  eyes. 
I  myself  was  witness  then 
Of  God's  love  revealed  to  men 
Walking  in  flesh  amongst  mankind 
Which  gave  their  sight  back  to  the  blind. 
I  can  reveal  those  acts  which  made 
Centuries  obey  one  shade, 
For  mortal  vision  ends  at  length 
And  there  the  Cherubs  draw  their  strength. 
Their  wisdom  is  direct,  but  ours 
Emerges  from  a  stress  of  powers. 
No  mortal  man  could  see  as  much 
As  their  eyes,  opened  at  a  touch; 
Yet  no  Cherub's  eyes  had  shone 
But  for  the  detail  that  is  gone, 
And  their  wings  would  not  so  beat 
But  for  the  pressure  of  those  feet 
Set  on  the  world's  revolving  ball, 
Their  wisdom  being  reciprocal. 

For  me,  a  witness,  it  were  wrong 
To  praise  the  gifts  of  time  in  song. 
Let  others  for  long  years  sing  praise; 
I  marvel  to  have  seen  two  days 
Whose  likeness  shall  not  be  again. 
The  first  recalls  that  cry  of  pain 
Heard  from  my  servant's  bed  when  I 
Despatched  one,  fearing  he  would  die, 
To  entreat  his  life  might  be  restored. 
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I  followed,  asking  for  one  word 

Of  grace.  That  word  I  heard  Him  give 

And  knew  at  once  my  man  would  live. 

All  that  is  true  in  earth  or  sky 

Begins  and  ends  in  music.  I, 

Truth  and  obedience  being  my  trade, 

Hearing  the  voice  even  Death  obeyed, 

Was  smitten  then  by  hidden  strings, 

Seeing  this  last  of  underlings 

Healed  and  made  whole.  And  then  again 

The  next  day,  by  the  gate  of  Nain 

I  passed,  just  at  the  hour  when  one, 

A  young  man  dead,  an  only  son, 

Was  carried  out.  Beside  his  head 

A  woman,  mother  of  the  dead 

And  she  a  widow,  softly  wept 

As  to  the  graveyard  forth  they  stepped. 

With  their  committed  steps  her  tears 

Took  up  the  burden  of  lost  years 

And  every  step  returned  her  groan, 

A  stone-like  grief  given  back  by  stone. 

My  eyes  were  fixed  upon  them  when 

They  left  the  gateway.  It  was  then 

He  stopped  the  bearers,  said  to  her: 

'Weep  not';  and,  stooping,  touched  the  bier. 

Hearing  the  harp-string  of  the  dead, 

The  young  man  then  upon  his  bed 

Sat  up,  and  He  restored  him  whole 

To  his  mother. 

I,  in  love's  control, 
Speak  of  these  happenings  from  which  came 
The  risen  light  their  wings  proclaim 
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Who  gaze  on  God.  As  from  a  mould 

That  neither  changes  nor  grows  old, 

They  with  their  vision  make  all  fresh. 

The  ages,  to  have  vigorous  flesh, 

Must  of  such  moments  take  account 

Which  gave  life  back,  as  from  a  fount, 

Even  at  the  threshold  of  despair. 

Earth  turns,  and  while  the  wheels  of  prayer 

Revolve,  these  lightning  spirits  move 

Forever  back  to  incarnate  love, 

Even  as  the  galaxies  of  night 

Still  seek  a  single  candle's  light 

Before  whose  flame  I  kneel,  and  praise 

The  strict  dimensions  of  two  days. 

That  is  their  need,  which  I  beheld 

On  Earth,  whose  words  the  lightning  held, 

To  me  and  to  that  woman  said, 

Opening  the  doors  that  held  our  dead. 
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IN  THE   PROTESTANT 
CEMETERY,   ROME 

Where  cypress  and  acacia  stand. 
Grave  upon  grave  on  either  hand, 
Touching  the  wall's  peculiar  bell 
I  hear  the  new  vibration  tell 
I  entered  through  this  very  door 
Violent,  yet  measured,  years  before, 
To  stand  in  shadow  from  the  sky 
Where  Shelley  and  Trelawny  lie 
And  find  the  spot  where  sunlight  eats 
The  letters  on  the  grave  of  Keats. 
It  was  a  moment  when  I  still 
Knew  no  remedy  for  time's  ill, 
Among  the  many  or  the  few 
No  power  effective  to  renew 
Substance  loved  and  treasured  most, 
Seeming  irreparably  lost. 
Watching  those  animated  trees 
Move  above  the  contraries, 
Writing  shadows  on  the  dead, 
Lifting  the  shades,  their  dying  shed, 
I,  like  one  who  was  gagged  and  bound, 
Having  no  words  but  in  the  ground, 
Defying  time  and  memory, 
Sought  to  resolve  their  tragedy. 

Nothing  has  changed.  No  string  has  gone 
This  morning  from  the  harp  of  stone 
Above  the  epitaph  which  belies 
That  youth  who  looked  with  earnest  eyes, 
Confident  that  he  would  be 
Remembered  by  posterity. 
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Yet  what  a  monument  for  tears ! 
Severn,  surviving  sixty  years 
That  long  day  on  which  he  penned 
The  portrait  of  his  dying  friend, 
Is  laid  in  death  beside  him  now 
Underneath  the  selfsame  bough. 
Keats,  whose  searing,  fevered  ache 
Boyhood's  ambition  could  not  slake, 
Found  that  his  friend's  devotion  brought 
Anodyne  for  the  pain  of  thought. 
Blossoms  falling  through  the  air 
Make  the  very  dust  aware 
By  what  sad  stages  he  had  come, 
Leaving  great  hopes,  to  die  in  Rome. 
There  hangs  a  darkness,  as  of  waves, 
On  Shelley's  and  Trelawny's  graves. 
The  sailor  who  outlived  his  friend 
Like  Severn  Keats,  and  in  the  end 
Moored  his  boat  beside  that  stone, 
Neighbours  him  now,  as  time  moves  on. 
In  Shelley's  coat  when  he  was  drowned 
Keats'  book,  with  Aeschylus',  was  found. 
He,  so  unlike  Keats,  for  whom 
He  brought  his  poem  to  the  tomb, 
Well  understood  what  gifts  were  hid 
Here,  by  Cestius'  pyramid. 
He  knew  Hyperion,  knew  his  pall, 
But  did  not  know  the  unfinished  Fall. 
Shelley,  who  from  the  first  began 
His  concept  of  a  sinless  man, 
Inspired  by  passion's  desperate  stream 
Translating  substance  into  dream, 
Yet  who  transfigured  him  to  thought, 
Making  of  life  what  it  is  not, 
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Ignored  that  resurrection  must 
Come  of  true  substance,  and  of  dust. 
Byron  to  his  burial  came 
And  saw  Trelawny  through  the  flame 
Pluck  the  heart  which  would  not  burn 
Destined  to  this  unspeaking  urn, 
When  on  the  funeral  pyre  he  lay, 
Carried  from  Lerici  Bay. 

How  still  the  graveyard :  one  at  peace 

And  one  so  restless.  Time  must  cease 

Before  they  understand  each  other. 

Yet  now  they  do,  for  now  their  mother 

Casts  on  them  her  falling  leaves. 

No  longer  the  miraculous  grieves 

For  youth  cut  off,  reclaimed  by  age, 

Where  history  sets  a  tragic  stage. 

Character  keeps  its  vesture  on 

Holding  the  body,  though  it's  gone; 

And  the  paired  friends,  a  space  apart, 

Draw  the  leaves'  whisperings,  heart  to  heart. 

Yet  now  once  more  the  gate  is  closed, 

The  new  life  seized,  the  limbs  disposed. 

Altered  by  a  gentle  breeze, 

The  cypress  and  acacia  trees 

Take  root  again  where  first  they  grew, 

The  place  where  contraries  are  true. 
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ODE  AT  THE   SPRING 
EQUINOX 

Gone  is  the  solstice,  gone  the  weaning  time 
Of  lambs.  These  graze  the  hard 
Ground,  and  the  cliff  is  charred, 
The  gorse  being  burnt  where  now  I  climb. 
Sparse  violets,  shivering,  break  to  the  low  sun. 
Life  has  already,  though  unseen,  begun, 
Yet  still  no  sign  is  given ;  the  shore 
Sparkles  inanimate  in  the  span 
Of  headlands.  Fossil  now  and  man 
Speak  of  a  death  which  was  not  here  before. 
It  is  man's  fault  if  it  is  so: 
His  guilt  has  brought  him  low, 
And  where  I  climb  and  cast  a  shade 
I  bear  the  consequence  of  that, 
For  the  mind's  load  is  great 
Which  knows  what  menace  hangs  on  all  things  made, 

Icily  keen  the  wind  blows,  still  from  the  East 

Driving  the  wrinkled  tide. 

All's  withered  on  one  side. 

For  twenty  days  it  has  not  ceased 

Thrusting  against  mankind  its  edge  and  hate. 

The  rock  resists,  borne  on  its  own  dead  weight. 

There  the  winged  form  of  a  lost  age 

Is  fixed,  defying  from  these  rocks 

The  merciless,  cold-eyed  equinox, 

Set  to  annihilate  life  with  its  blind  rage. 

I  see  transposed  the  living  sign 

Linking  that  age  to  mine, 

Words  upon  obelisk  or  tree, 
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Vessels  of  intricate  workmanship 

Thrown  from  a  battered  ship, 

Strewn  with  the  wasteful  treasures  of  the  sea. 


I  mark  how  savagely  the  knife-wind  blows, 

Nailing  me  to  the  slope. 

Out  of  this  earth  what  hope 

Rises  with  larks,  or  what  repose 

Lives  on  the  sea  or  moves  in  seabirds'  wings? 

The  wind  starves  all  things  and  the  seaspray  stings 

The  dried-up  grass.  How  can  it  serve 

The  lives  of  men?  Storm  bringing  wood 

For  fires  and  pyres,  but  never  food, 

What  can  it  offer  but  the  sea-knife's  curve? 

And  now  the  incurious  goats  go  past 

Crossing  this  charcoal  waste, 

Moving  from  bush  to  rockhead  far  below, 

Feeding  on  all  that  man  rejects, 

Prophets  the  hill  protects, 

Lingering  in  shade  like  still  unmelted  snow. 

Ravens  return,  that  pair,  sailing  in  space 

Over  my  head,  great  wings : 

I  have  watched  their  foragings; 

And  now  three-quarters  up  the  face 

Of  vertical  rock  they  have  perched  upon  a  ledge 

Where,  ragged  as  a  bush  or  blackthorn  hedge, 

Their  nest  hangs,  out  of  reach  of  wave. 

And  there  the  raven  cliff's  burnt  gloom 

Matches  the  fiery  wing's  charred  plume 

Pitched  above  strands  from  many  a  sandy  cave. 

Surely  the  constant  that  I  seek, 

Though  every  hope  should  break, 
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Is  balanced,  hoisted  to  that  rock's 

Dangerous  height,  the  uplifted  order 

Safe  from  the  track  of  murder, 

The  streaking,  vanishing  form  of  the  red  fox. 

Ruffled  with  radiance  now  the  black  silk  wings 

Float  out,  and  from  this  verge 

I  see  them  drop,  then  merge 

Wind's  desolation,  broken  things, 

With  secret  life  concealed  in  mottled  shells. 

I  in  predicament  match  them,  nothing  else. 

How  could  they  know  as  I  must  know, 

These  hasards  they  must  overcome 

Of  whirlwind,  thunderstorm  and  foam, 

Are  nothing  but  the  shells  from  which  they  grow? 

All  is  so  hung  that  harmony, 

Though  pitched  precariously, 

Conquers  uncertainty,  remorse 

And  every  flickering  shaft  of  doubt 

When  the  pure  gift  flies  out 

And  wonder,  like  a  spring,  renews  its  force. 

I  watch,  and  feel  the  pulse  of  turning  Earth 

Now,  in  the  forespring  time, 

And  mark  that  power  sublime 

Which  makes  the  passing  moment  worth 

All  unformed  years  lacking  this  present  form. 

See,  they  return,  riding  both  sea  and  storm. 

These  they  have  overcome,  but  man, 

Seizing  the  blind  stone  ignorance  flings, 

Himself  can  break  this  chain  of  wings 

And,  aiming,  maim  the  loom  where  life  began. 

The  immediate  presence  of  that  fear 

Brings  distant  ages  near. 
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Never  let  it  be  said  that  he, 

Despising  his  own  intellect, 

Art  and  his  whole  Past  wrecked, 

And  cast  his  planet's  faith  beneath  the  sea, 
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GOOD   FRIDAY 

After  the  winter  solstice  came 
Jce  and  low  flame, 
The  cockerel  step  by  which  the  light 
Shortened  the  sleep  of  earth  and  night. 

And  slowly  as  the  days  of  Lent 
Waxed  and  were  spent, 
Trees,  birds  and  flowers  all  increased 
In  expectation  of  the  feast. 

Spring  with  such  promise  did  abound 
That  the  gemmed  ground 
Already  showed  in  clustered  grass 
The  printless  light  of  unseen  stars. 

But  now  light  grows  where  rays  decline. 
Now  the  crushed  wine 
Transfigures  all,  leaf,  blossom,  fruit, 
By  reference  to  the  sacred  root. 

Day  must  die  here  that  day  may  break. 
Time  must  forsake 
Time,  and  this  moment  be  preferred 
To  any  copy,  light  or  word. 

In  this  a  night  we  apprehend 

Which  has  no  end. 

Day  dies.  We  make  our  choice,  and  say: 

'This,  this  we  seek;  no  second  day/ 

Not  in  the  speculative  skies 
Instruction  lies, 

But  in  the  nails  of  darkness  driven 
Into  these  hands  which  hold  up  heaven. 
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For,  as  old  ages  antedate 
Love's  present  weight, 
So  the  pulse  falling  gives  the  chain 
Momentum  to  what  years  remain. 

All  lives,  to  flourish,  here  should  stop 
Still;  and  all  hope 

To  live,  must  die  here  first,  and  pull 
New  ages  to  this  mountain  skull. 

Now  let  the  geography  of  lands 
Learn  from  these  hands, 
And  from  these  feet  the  unresting  seas 
Take,  from  unfathomed  grief,  their  ease. 

Our  mortal  life  is  composite 

Until  we  knit 

All  possible  days  to  this,  and  make 

A  seal,  from  which  true  day  must  break. 

Come,  Easter,  come:  I  was  afraid 
Your  star  had  strayed. 
It  was  behind  our  darkest  fears 
Which  could  not  see  their  God  for  tears. 
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GREAT   NIGHTS    RETURNING 

Great  nights  returning,  midnight's  constellations 
Gather  from  groundfrost  that  unnatural  brilliance. 
Night  now  transfigures,  walking  in  the  starred  ways, 
Tears  for  the  living. 

Earth  now  takes  back  the  secret  of  her  changes. 
All  the  wood's  dropped  leaves  listen  to  your  footfall. 
Night  has  no  tears,  no  sound  among  the  branches ; 
Stopped  is  the  swift  stream. 

Spirits  were  joined  when  hazel  leaves  were  falling. 
Then  the  stream  hurrying  told  of  separation. 
This  is  the  fires'  world,  and  the  voice  of  Autumn 
Stilled  by  the  death-wand. 

Under  your  heels  the  icy  breath  of  Winter 
Hardens  all  roots.  The  Leonids  are  flying. 
Now  the  crisp  stars,  the  circle  of  beginning ; 
Death,  birth,  united. 

Nothing  declines  here.  Energy  is  fire-born. 
Twigs  catch  like  stars  or  serve  for  your  divining. 
Lean  down  and  hear  the  subterranean  water 
Crossed  by  the  quick  dead. 

Now  the  soul  knows  the  fire  that  first  composed  it 
Sinks  not  with  time  but  is  renewed  hereafter. 
Death  cannot  steal  the  light  which  love  has  kindled 
Nor  the  years  change  it. 
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